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++ every Sense 
Of mine was once made perfect in these woods. 


- Endymion 11:965,966 


. this, my twelfth rebirth on earth... 


Thou, who harkenest, 1 have been in the place of the Ancients! 
I, alone among mortals, thence have issued alive 

Alas, the temple was deserted: | saw nought 

but some wind-haunted oaks 

Swaying in the silence. 


- from "The Return of Taliesen”, by Leo-Kermorvan, 
The Lyra Celtica, eds. Wm. & E. Sharp, 1896. 


Following national disaster 

most grieve, many fly flags, mayors walk down Broadway 
the brave and free "join up” as the faithful find 

new tongues for supplication, and the War Prayer 

goes unread. Some crouch, hide 

bolster precaution, tremble 

with confusion and dread. Others go on 

as if nothing had changed, as if 

no one died, while charities flourish, and pulpits 

infused with a fresh crucifixion/resurrection story 

seem unmindful of an American Hegira only just beginning, 
A few of us entertain visitors 

aware enough of the power of their presence, as they walk 
through walls insouciant as the spheres in Flatland 

as inconspicuous as spinning galaxies 

that bring back light and grace 

from other benighted times, from other frames 

of wonder. Talli’s visit lasted one terse season 

his bewilderment and bravado often echoing 

our own. These are the 27 poems 


he left behind. 


We dive into the meme pool when paper fails, and only 
imagination is left to unravel the mysteries of library ash, 
and the clues found embedded in our cell stories told 'round 
the fire pits of ancestors. It may be all that remains: 

the distorted texts of glacier-locked bones. 
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A Departure Unnoticed 


Upon this Tor 
aurora blazing 


Stones sank 
fell knights de coeur 


Churches rose 
above star rings 


Barren treasure 
ages deep in dim 


Singing shrouds 
sad shepherdess 


Fallen before languid 
with praise for 


The road away from 
departure unnoticed 


Hoarse prayers 
like firesmoke through 


Incense of dire longing 
as lake = mutk-bound 


dusk-draped 
glory blasted 


beneath water weight 
cast aside 


haughty rigid 


long abandoned 


dolmen mound 
slants of barrow light 


of callow Cerridwen 
weeping fading 


Latin lips plump 
the One-Who-Invades 


Glastonbury northward leads 
along hidden shores 


to the Lady float 
deep wood swirling 


to cast eyes upon her 
rises to greet Sol. 


Bard-Summoner 


One night at Winter's inception 
brought unexpected return, as 
fourteen centuries slid burning 
away in Sol-bright brilliance. 


Unknown to man, bard's last path 
led to river-fog all-enveloping. 
Here, in e-space plain sooth is 
unacceptable. One must fill scrolls 


to join fellow scops ‘round the fire 
possessing no flame. This place 
exists nowhere except in dream 
mind; allows no record of oak 


seet's birth sunrise: 9th day, 13th 
month, Anno Domine 549 to find 
honor. So be it. Hail the great day 
of dead-honoring, feast 


of Sparagamos. My shade's 

return for an hour or year, honors 
the king's memory, and assures 
Talliessin will endure. Safe redoubt 


may no longer exist where minstrels 
find wood lore and quiet rest, yet 
sacrifice must continue. Llwyd 

of Llwetys will rebuild the cedar 


warrior-hall, and we will gather 
again in the heart of hale Albion. 
This, my sworn oath upon the last 
tattered manuscript of Euripides. 


Rejoice with me in rare renewal 
even as hearts shudder, fail: Jove 
aligns with Mercury, Io bears her 
young, and Terra, nevermore lone 


mother among Wanderers. What is 
this kingdom to which I have been 
summoned? Is no loyal knight 

and true to be found in the land? 


Cerridwen's Cauldron 


Maw dread 

of a green man's eye 
opens over hut 

where boy 

ordered 

to tend white-sow-woman 
cookery as she stumps 
away more kindling 

to gather. Fingers 

burned on glowing fish. Fish 
or flesh no matter, lips 
suck away pain, 

three scalding drops 

and scop enters to ensoul 
apprentice yet silent. Dis- 
the-almighty-mayed: 

scaly one gives chase, then 
bears boy’s seed backward 
in womb-folds 

rebirthing original youth 
in novel form: 

elder mage of runes. 
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Derwydd's Riddle Song 


I have obtained the muse from the Cauldron of Ceridwen; 
I have been bard of the harp to Lleon of Llychhyn; 
I have been on the White Hill, in the court of Cynvelyn. 

- Little Gwion 


In long-spent days of verdure poets were dancers, 
jesters, spell-casters, fire-tricksters, found often 
in the company of kings. We lived to tell 

of a night spent on the Chair of Idris. 

Wielding trance tongues understood with ease 

by all like Memnosyne's muse songs, fierce 

and feared as the blades of mighty warriors, 

while gentle enough to comfort fear-stricken 
maidens, quiet trembling infants, and rout evil. 


Myrddin, even in our days of the one forest, 
was mere memory: legend of wonder, ancient 
silver-maned magus, and long-lived wizard 
who strode our green paths long ere centurions 
blasted living tree-guardians and built 

walls to hold back the spectres of giants. 

Our tongue tales 'round flaming tells sang 

the plaintive, percussive harmonies 

of the one Keltland, beating from Black Sea 


to farthest Hebrides. It was a world where 
no one man strove to rule all. We gave our 
throats to the sad lays of harsh beauty, 
unknown since Tristan and Isolde mated 
their souls in the sea. We wandered 
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unseen foot trails as surviving servants 

of the old ways, paying no feign homage to 
pantheon, priest, or viking king. We were 
spared the fearsome waves of water-wise 


Dane Lords who called upon us to play as 
Dauod for drunken, battle-sated Saul, even so, 
they drove our wasted keeps, our waning 
hopes to sunset seas of westernesse. Hidden, 
grateful, lost in the region of summer stars we 
came to whisper in certain monk-friend ears, 
and find a mirthsome mixture of our rune lore 
with the coarse, language-spawn of Angle-ish 
as it rose from Aegean-Roman ashes. 


Aye, some simple paters loved us with our 

epic spells, our winsome ballads, and to their 
credit a few fragments remain, parchment bound, 
known only in the keeper's Exeter hall home. 

We were the hearty house of Myrddin's memory 
and so honored only the one bright, pale Queen 
of hearts. Awaken, as you write, ones young 

with sparking currents of pathos in this new world 
shining, remember bardbrothers lost, the root soil 


vanished forever by the sea under singing stars, 
in the land of Cherubim. The veiled clue, the One 
Story awaits your acumen, 

Dechymic pwy yw* 
With this potent vision, your lonely lines 


of modern despair will transform into a word 
of power so bright, so fierce 
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it will take treachery by surprise, soar skyward 
with a delight so merry, tears of deep joy will well 
in the eyes of a veracious lover of your souls. 

It may be, then, this orb's ears will hear as one, 
your voice 

crying in the wilderness... 


*literally: discover what it is 
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Elffin (letter to the dead) 


Hail Good Effin, 


May your ways be bright with faery light. 
I write in full knowledge of how your bones 
rest comfortably on the high hills of Gwynnd 


Relliss. As you were my finest friend and heart 
keeper, to write you now, in this distant day 
is to soothe my lone self. To have and hold 


dear your memory is high blessing indeed, 
in this place where few reminders of life, 
as it was, linger, you cheer this solitary wanderer 


even as you did as a living man. Surely 
it has only been fourteen moons and not 
fourteen-hundred winters, as calendars 


in this province would have me believe. 
Memories of our adventures together 
on the great water in our coracle, as small 


as a supper bowl; recollections of our capture, 
and the days of separation are ever with me 
as they were in our lives together. Indeed, the years 


of service in your father’s hall, and in yours, 


are ever-present scenes of mind that splash 
over me like last spring’s rains. And, when I thought 
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of how then my courage and lyric-power broke 
your chains, freeing you from the Saxon assailants, 
I grew confidant of breaking my own bonds. 


Alas, reciting old incantations to free myself 
from this sky castle were useless and my words 
retain no faculty to open the passage doors. To run 


on hillside fields of golden barley again 
under the skies of our homeland, as we did 
in our childhood, is my frequent dream. Here, 


in this strange world, I spend my days 
in an enormous room, containing high shelves 
filled with bound parchments of curious making. 


So many there are, I could only read them 
if I lived a thousand lifetimes — and perchance 
this may be my destiny. To read, write and remember. 


In addition, there is a comfortable sleeping loft, 
and large windows through which one may cast eyes 
upon the shimmering city below and all around. 


In this room soft thrones are arranged 
and two light-filled boxes, one like a king’s 
wardrobe, the other smaller, is where I speak 


to write. Mage lore remains in unfamiliar forms, 
I fear. The larger of the light boxes speaks to me 
and teaches the ways of this perplexing land. 


The smaller is where I meet the disembodied bards 


of a mythic place known as Online. Each day a woman 
prepares my meals, and demonstrates 
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the use of the writing well of cool blue light. 
This woman says little and betrays no thought 
ot feeling. On the other hand, she seems content 


to feed me, arrange the room to her liking 
and tend to my needs. With n’er a glint of privy- 
distraction or ill ease she mothers me like a healer. 


Passing the time in my customary meditations, 
first shelf of manuscripts perused, I gaze upon 
the gleaming ships as they slide across a mirage-blue 


road in the sky. Time remains for words 
shared with the invisibles of Online via 
the glowing /ogosbox, artisans, I imagine 


are confined, as I am, in similar rooms 
atop city spires. These pursuits have given 
the seven days since my arrival and awakening 


substance and meaning. And yet, to stretch 
my languid legs on the greensward of the holy hills 
would be sheer contentment. At night, the city 


of innumerable castles glistens like ancestor 
oaks and alders we knew before the shining men 
from the south leveled them to build fortresses. 


Their tall trunks and glorious branches 
are filled with a thousand eyes of fire until Apollo 
burns through the morning fogs, and dims 


their never-sputtering torches. Until we meet again, 


dear Elffin, son of Gwyddno Garanhir, May the Lady 
be with you wherever your spirit travels. 
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Fading Foreordained 


To fade, to dematerialize: foreordained 
for all, no course but to accept moons 


one after another, and their phases 
to extinction. Sunrise brings regeneration 


deterioration. We rot upright, walking 
toward release, alone. Even so, our clouds 


of cellular matter made for transient music 
recede for joining. Only the way one leaves 


preserves. Only love, savory sustenance 
of distinction guards inevitable going, even as 


hatred may accelerate a prolonged passing. 
To write what remains to be written endures 


as penultimate charm possessed to postpone 
a return to darkness. Dread conceived as ill 


by all outside our dim knowing: ethereal 
staircase spiraling through sealed floors 


swaying, one-lane bridge my being yearns 
to cross, in this quest for final freedom. 
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Guard Dogs of Renown 


You know them well. They oft’ defended 

yout keep where dream treasure lies under 

lock and bolt. You knew their names 

once and called them fittingly. It is good one keeps 
naming in mind: they have need to recognize 

your voice, as one to be obeyed. They do not speak 
as dragons did before our fathers. Truth 

be known, you have travelled to far Aegeia, to steal 
one such biter from a divine of dark royalty. 


Why not learn to call them, like this: 


Come Cerebus, 
come eat these lethal cakes. 


Bewate his saliva, and the arconite 
blooming at his feet. 


Come, glad to be away, 
to the Isle of Apple Orchards. 


Even so, one must be forewarned, hounds 

of Ramses like Nile milk, with glowing coals 

for ears, soar when the moon disappears. Hunters 
of your heart or healers of your body, no one 

is certain. The whir of their wings is heard 

on a night like this, flying disguised as cygnets. 
Nearby, you see Thoth’s Anubis, obsidian, 
magnificent; whilst the White Dame dances 
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beneath the pale frenzy of Sirius rising. 


You know them all. They live to guard 

the secret of their master Arawn, to protect 
king, and his hidden name, and accompany 
the mother of us all. 

Renowned 


Cum Annwm 


They lick to heal, as you have observed, 

thus Tobit’s beast escorts noble Aesculapius 

with his serpent-twined staff. Remember, Artemis 
the stag, how she hunted Actaeon to death 

with her dogs, mounting him like a conqueror 
then, bathed shamelessly in the sacred fountain 

at Anodos, renewing her vulpine virginity. 


The Grecians cast these words, hunt 

and healing, as attached as pups in a litter. They are 
now embodied in the canine sentries of the new Name. 
Attend closely, it is well known that you plot 

to steal Canis Majorum from a Cretan cave. 
Spectral, sinister, or so it is sung -- down 

to Ibiza you will ride, an enormous hound tied 
across the backs of horses. Yet, we have seen 
wolves transformed, even as night fades to day. 
Anubis, himself, embalmer-god who conveyed 
the soul of Osiris to the Underworld, first 

a prowling jackal among your well-shod night 
martes, came to be known as noble-hearted 
hunting hound, only a bushy tail remains 

to remind of coyote days. 
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Today, you tame them, 
as Tymnes wrote, 


Beneath me (says the stone) 

lies the white dog from Melita, 

The faithful sentinel of Eumelos’ house: 
living, his name was Bully Boy: 

but now, in death, his barking is hushed 
in the empty ways of night. 


And so, in this end of days, our kings 

and their keepers rest in bogs, or under 

cairn sidh with their golden bowls, and guardians 
with incisor smiles curl at the gates to Annwn. 
Only the bravest enter spiral halls and return. 
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Hearthfire 


Out into sunlight past doors 
a deserted stand of trees 


only birdsong, and a hypnotic lap 
along a shore bounded by rushes. 


They recline on living green, bold woman 
and he of whom she sings. Elated, yet perplexed 


by this subtle knowledge, his protests 
feeble: I Live to write, assiduous lover 


to goddess alone. I must leave... 
Not dissuaded, she sweeps aside 


feathers to reveal ripe swells 
lifting, as if his face were the sun. Pale 


crimson berries; a tangled garden 
of woven silk; tracers of argent, webs 


of spun sunlight, her legs 
lithe willows. In thrall, incapable of movement 


locked in a weird no memory of warding 
can dispell. All blurs in a tempest 


heart wells flood minds away. 
Her lush mouth encircles him. A dragon 
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is at last awakened. Greedy 
as though this first of many nectarfire 


infusions: her last draught. A lioness 
bathing a cub, she reveals a gash of peach 


only to emit an appalling shriek 
as tender fruit: impaled. Much later 


this sprite of Aphrodite, this evening dream 
of dying and rising finally falls satiate, flung 


aslant in slumber upon his chest, sleeping 
until doves awaken with their muttering 


and Luna replaces Apollo in the sky. 
Over-flowing with a redolent 
knowledge, he sings, 


Alb, fragrant flesh — refulgent 
revelation — holy bodies 

allied in ardor; arrival at sunset, 

no less adored. My words pour 

with effortless ease, and all the riches 
of the mina’s eye, are honed 

by this first — and last — 

bedding of life. 
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I Am ‘Talliessin 


At your service, m'Lady! You give graces 
beyond measure, so I come with bared head 
bowed before your sacred stature, your gowns 
of vapor, your dewy treasure. Here to recite, 
catess your memory with words, with 
libations poured from this gentle tongue. 


Iam, after all, Talliessin — Old as death, 
thralled in youth's eternal body, adorned 

with a vibrant Brow of Light, Loki's alchemy; 
familiar speaker among lofty trees, descrying 
secrets of standing stones. Possessed of prolific 
powers, which alas abide idle, unused except 

to compose ballads for Bran's daughter. 


Imagine me, I am what you create. 

Write me the poem of your truest heart, 
paint me in it as your companion, sent 

to guide and keep your weary feet. 

Childless, though father of robust children 
in every village. Lover-less, yet all women, 
all men: my lovers. Bereft and betrothed, 
beleagured and thrice known, forsooth, I am 


your princeling god-spawn, wed to the world 
of wandering 
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come to wield words of the one story, I am 
telling afresh a miraculous tale, called 

to resurrect as many young bards from prisons 
of powerlessness, from a living death 

some call she age of information, as many 

as will allow this enchantment entrance. 


Imagine me, I am what you create. 

Write me the poem of your truest heart, 

paint me in it as your companion, sent 

to guide and keep your weaty feet. 
Melic-bright air of mountain meadows is 

the liquor of true-speech. Noisy brooks to cool 
burning feet, my only servants. Men and women 
walk alongside dusty paths, recreate together 
in an everlasting green of early summet. 

This, my lingering dream of freedom. 

Maidens invite fresh visions of spirit 

as they run gaily toward these sunblind eyes, 
their gossamer-white gowns reflect the fires 

of Beltane, as they fall together in heather 

to taste a forgotten Spring's nectar. 


Imagine me, I am what you create. 


Write me the poem of your truest heart, 
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paint me in it as your companion, sent 


to guide and keep your weary feet. 


I seek wisdom as learning melts away. 

The past, only yesterday; today, a cloudy lens 
blurred by the future. Truly I am tall 

and strong and endowed like Apollo; whilst 
bent and worn and craggy as a crone. So, 
one touch from a tender maiden's hand, 


one clasp from a lad open to riddles, sends 
me joyfully along to heaven's gate, reborn 
to sing and dance on the freshly mown 
meadows. Revived for high chansons sung 
to immortalize one knight worthy, one 
Queen's savage beauty. 


Imagine me, I am what you create. 

Write me the poem of your truest heart, 
paint me in it as your companion, sent 

to guide and keep your weary feet. 

Your day is present and more than mere mist 
to chase forlorn hours. I have come to adore 
your shadow's burning bed entanglements. 
This, your story as you’ve lived it, the tale 


you will tell to the future-born, as they listen 
‘round the hearth of your own imagining. 


ZS 


Others regale you in lusty hymns of merriment. 
They praise the sculpted mastery you employ 
artfully fashioning living flesh, tracing 

each new swain with flaming tongue, melding 
a masterpiece of the ages beyond 

that of any artist, living or dead. 


Imagine me, I am what you create. 
Write me the poem of your truest heart, 
paint me in it as your companion, sent 
to guide and keep your weary feet. 

Fold me into your vision as one 


who walks with you along every path. 
Iam, after all, your Talliessin. 
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Juno 


Stout warder of the oaken door. 
Wife of Janus, rustic White One, Cardea's 
daughter, sky-fruit, world-bearer. 


Her power is in opening 
what is shut; 
To shut, what is open. 


In her hand, she holds the keys 
of the Underworld. 
Her forms, myriad, beguiling. 


Dark powers 
quail at her name, march 
long days out of the way 


around her forested realm, 
and even intelligentsia 


fear the tales rumored. 
Enchantress, hag, beautiful 
past any eye to behold. 
Repugnant sow, cursing 

over a cauldron. 
Today, her reign recondite 
in every cathedral 


bearing the name 
Notre Dame. 


2) 


Kindling 
jor Golden 


Bring the Ogham sticks 
place them 'round yon scoured pit, 
Call upon the nameless, 


recall riddles carved in Sanskrit. 


Open fire pot, touch the ring with flame. 
Strip away greasy garments 
Purge the poisons of shame 


Quaff m'lady's liquor’s gold ferments. 


Sing the sacred roundelay 
Utter all, lascivious and profane 
Hail the new moon hidden, 


Greet Orion striding up the lane. 
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Dance, dance in your dewy skin 
‘round the circle of poesie 
Kindle memory's song, fall to earth 


transformed, speak to make us see. 


29 


Leucothea 


Centaurs of Magnesia, horse-worshippers 

under Cheiton, ate their beloved 

amanita muscaria, calling upon Ino, cutting 

round images in rock near Tantalus, as they sang 
of how she mothered Melicertes. 


From spurious Gigantomachia we heard 

how their exogamic traditions 

infuriated Olympian patriarchs, how Hercules 
himself worked charms on his own nightmares. 
Wondrous excuses made -- reminders 

of hearth and healing recalled, even as the rout 
began, banishing her everlasting arms to obscurity. 


Sadly, Zeus set upon Hera, defiling her 
in public, betrayal abounding 

before her own eyes; hypocrisy born. 
Meanwhile, fugitive Pelasgians 

took trail-dusty Danae on northern tracks 
higher into the Region of Summer Stars. 


Lament on horseback, weep as you ride 

the one wood awaits you, bend sentient trees 
to your bidding. We welcome 

the nourishing milk of your exile. 

Make our green isle 

yout hilly home. 


30 


Mistletoe's Merry Men 


Loathe to rest on laurel 


some bards scoffed 
at boyish Gwion, his puerile 


speech, disguise for deep 
lore, cast in Eldar Futhark 
telling how the tree 


that was not a tree, felled bullish 
sungod Balour after his slights. 
Follow the path of clues 

to older, more praiseworthy 


Gallic Derwydds who knew it 

as the matchless tree of trees; 

and found terebinth twined in oak 
coffins near Scarborough. Muddy track 
nearly cold trail 


to traces of the unnameable Dis 
Briton’s YHWH. Symboled, as a secret 
holy men call a//-heal 

in their lost language, falling from 
heaven upon the oak. At length, we 
descry tracks leading 


back to henges of wood and stone. 
Mere monument to Bran, no, 

Belili! She, the willow wender, strew 
green and white tressed weaves 
above her acolytes. Did they cut 
succulent florets away from oak 
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hosts to portray an old king’s 


sickle-cut manroot? Or, were these 
relics a remembrance of battles won: 
organs hung from belts as some tribes 
might collect scalps or heads? You 
come for kissing, but they ate king’s 
eucharist: victim immortalized. 

We hang leaves and berries over 
doors; they lopped the royal twig 


to please Danae the way we once 
celebrated Saturnalia nine ways 

with no surcease, and surfeit past measure. 
Today, Yule, only a relic of memory. 

Still, elven women work their weird 

in the green woods of Alphito’s Albion. 
Even Argos echoes the root gone 

north, quick as our fair lo. Hear 

the wen women chant her name 


as clever craftsmen assemble hinged boxes 
designed to restrict opening without locks. 
Praise Io! Victory is her name. What will you 
bring back after harrowing hell? You 

have been to the Isle of Sein 

to consult with the damsels 

of the cauldron, you have seen the megalith 
menhirs, raised on treeless land. 


Hercules, glory of Hera, with your 
legion of faces and countries, show your 
symbols. Truly! The acorn, rock-dove, 
loranthus and serpent gird your shields. 
How you taunt us with virility, authority 
to lull wild seas, and tesolute to rend 
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all in a Walpurgis Night’s conception dance. 


You named them viscus and ixias, berries 
white with spermal viscosity and hunter’s 
strength. What fills your mind as they bind 
you at summer solstice, in a circle 

of stones; as they beat and emasculate 

you with the mistletoe stake, hacking 


robust puissance upon altar? Pouring 
mead on turgid fate-lord, over lips; sowing 
your vital fluids among tribes. Twelve 
merry men leap into fire as at-one-ment 
commences. Behold, your tanist rises: 


ghost-father the keen discern in lands 
beyond numbering, while Eve desists, defers 
so a dead, man-hero may rise 


For here with white and green 
and gold I shine — 

Graft me upon the King 
when his sap rises 

That I may bloom with him 
at year’s prime, 

That i may blind him 

in his hour of joy. 


Come away to burning bush, come away, 
gather manna. Prune holy loranthus 

with a golden sickle. As dependable 

as the snow of northern winters 

the Triple One returns 

for her millennial nativity of povesis. 
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Nature Names The Three-fold Three 


All lovely tales that we have heard or read: 
An endless fountain of immortal drink 
Pouring unto us from the heaven’s brink. 


- Endymion 1:22-24. 


You have come for unveiling? For tea? Yes, 
all these winter comforts are set out 

before hearth as you enter, free. Did you 
come wishing this hidden fellow to see? 


Instead, you find a circle gathering by the crackling 

friendly roar. Myrra plays lovingly upon her lute, Niobe 

and Nass shake their tamborines, Dryope’s songs give bodies 
fair wings, Proserpine writes a lyric to make dreams soar. Echo, 
passionate piper, takes up the melody, whilst Peona and Doris 
weave wizardry, and dear Danae dares us don new eyes to see. 
With deep joy, Amphitrite brings fresh wit and laughter 

and Eurydice, scholar, sings along, babes upon her lap 

owning knowledge that sadly remains untapped. 


Yet another ring of maidens, mothers, matrons gather outside 
the circle first: C7rce, siren of severe beauty, protects her treasure 
with razor sharp words; Pomona blesses any fortunate to be 

in her presence, quencher of any thirst; Ava/thea casts spells 

of Eros; Cythera quietly observes and smiles; Ariadne brings 

her liberty, one who has borne great grief with courage; Cybele, 
generous with her hidden truth; Ida dances gaily 

in a frosty wind unafraid; Mznerva paints in the colors of sand 
and sea; Phoebe, longs for approbation, giving herself willingly. 


Gathering slowly, still another circle forms, soft murmurs 
of recognition emerge; the gala surges zenith-ward. 
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Through the door walks Arethusa, friend beyond compare; 

Dian in slippers, book in hand, falls into an overstuffed chair. 
Inconspicuously, Cynthia arrives, radiant with experience; Sal/a 
dabbles in lore with arcane desire; and Venus, untiring 

poetess, carries candle searching for the precise word. Two stand 
in shadow at room’s edge faces concealed, identities unknown 
until their names are whispered ‘round nascent circles 

even as Nemesis and Daphne at last emerge. 


The raucous inferno dampers down, sporadic sparking embers 
fly. A shrouded stranger slips in among the guests, intoning 
nature’s own naming of the three-fold three: 


You've entered legend 
through this portal 


he says, with a barely audible sigh. 


Yet, do not fear, this is 
your destiny, your waking 
dream to plumb the depth 
of a deep-blue, interior sky. 


Each are seated as twenty-seven thrones 

appear. Protracted moments feign stand still, 

only ragged gasps are heard. With a splendid flourish 
the intruder tosses gray hood back at last, revealing 
an earthy-green angelic face, framed 

by twining vines, holly hocks and lace. 


So it is again, as in every age, the wood witness 
announces the threefold virgin-mother-crone. Turning, 
each toward the other, in that flickering instant, dim 
shimmers of firelight stir: they see themselves 

dressed in pure tongues of flame alone, their spirits 
potent to melt hatred, violence and stone. 
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Ogham Tales 


Once upon a time the letters 

were our guides, as wyrd wielders, we called 
upon power to preserve. In the crane bag 
on sticks, in hand signs, on eagle’s aerie 

are found tools with which troth poets 
grew strong arts. 


On stones of remembrance we still write 
our sky prayers. Through coiled copper 
and alchemical waves a heart’s tale told, 
whether wished for, or while running 
from phantoms whispering within. 


With Oak, Alder, Ash and Birch the cycle 
of seasons bears us up, weary 

though ever-refreshed, our spirits 

will be heard. The ancestors 

gathered at a table of atonement 

where blood speaks across centuries 

and the one story’s accumulated strength 
gathers. Shekinah-bright, full of light 
swords glimmer and persevere, sheathed 
like promises of vigor never needed ‘til now. 


Birch brings beginnings in first month: 
November. Rowan protects against 
enchantment, holds eggs of hope to control 
all senses. Third month’s oracular Alder 
stands to protect, and February’s Willow 
bestows night vision in perilous times 
when lunar witchery prevails. Ash links 
inner and outer worlds, and Hawthorn 
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cleanses us in April. Solid Oak, doorway 

to mysteries, offers strength. Holly: 

warrior friend, match of any hundred 

dread enemies; Hazel leads straight 

to the soutce, with a ninth month’s intuition. 


Apple, beauty’s choice: poet tree, bears 

the fruit of wise decision. Vine proffers prophecy 
and Ivy takes one on a spiral journey 

to the one who hides inside you. 


No bard has taken a wattior’s mantle, 
scabbard or shield, our speech always enough 
to carry the day. Now Sol’s followers alter 
before our eyes, some say, further proof 

no world keeps to itself, no one of us 

alone, no one civilization at center. Watch 

as planets startle us with greening water 

as their numbers grow with burgeoning life. 


Today, clouds roll heavy, bearing snow 

to mid-summer skies. We hear a cry, sharp 

and piercing, like the wail of horses 

plunging over a high precipice. We find our ears 

full of the untamed rage-roar of men 

drunk on demons’ blood. Fell madness floods 

our sanctuary from volcanoes of hate, bodies 

bleed through flimsy firewalls, through 

coastal linens, through argosies and armadas. The flow 
resists stanching without a tourniquet 

and amputation. Never lose hope, never 

allow fear to unhorse you. Swords, still aflame, 
forged for all Derwydd who have never broken vows 
until this dark hour, never armed 

with any weapon save that of their own word. 
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Panaeolus Papthonaceus 


Tam tall, slender, 
dark-veined cap resting upon 
sturdy white stem. My head lifts above 
soil and forest grasses, wild boar are driven 
to madness by my scent, the birds to speech. 
Lucky you are 
to find 
me ina 
polluted 
age. Once 
in days golden 
and sun drenched 
I adorned 
Bacchanalian 
salads, my 
essence 
precious 
past myrrh 
obtained 
for our Jupiter 
and his nectar 
of fame. 

Take heed 
not to 
abuse 
me I 
exist 
for 
sacted 
rite 
alone. 
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Questions Like Clasped Keys 


We ask, and our gifts appear; 

we seek and are found; knock 

upon the Oaken Door, and guards 

lay aside bristling weapons, their backs 
to the great gears, as pulleys 

open wide the gates of choice. 


We secure time for long thoughts. 
We disinter quiet forms, 

grow certain of our weird 

in the rolling wold, obtain 
well-chosen words 

for framing earth’s images 

in a mind’s eye. 


We concern ourselves with questions 
shape their forms in heart caul, 

in groin crease, in these shoulders’ 
unshruggable courage. Questions, 
true as attows, beautiful in their arcs 
through bright air: they are the means 
they show the way. 


Journey’s end sighted. Sunrise 

opens our bodies 

to a southern cyanus, as if the domes 
of Santorini had emerged 

from mist. Awareness dawns: 
inquiry barely begins the Quest. 
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Region of the Summer Stars 


When you arrive 

a panoply of lights 

blazes overhead. You crane 

your neck to see, star fields stretch 
from horizon to horizon 

heaven’s spectacle 

awes you 

to your knees. 


Aurora-born, you are this day 
glory-shorn, hood ripped 
back, helmet cast aside, a hush 
falls, the only sound: 

horses snorting steam 

into shimmering ait. 


Your speech resonates 
as if you've grown 
unexpectedly tall, hands-high 


to your mount: 


This 1s my home. 
I will never again 
leave these 


hallowed hills. 
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Spiral Stairways 


The end 
sighted, moats 
full 
sails unfurl. 
Maids sing 
yout body grows 
wings. 
Gates fall 
back, grind on cogs oiled 
by fountain heads, breath 
lightly sheathed. 
No human hand 
turns the wheel. Glass 
stairs guide up 
then dizzily 
down, high 
to Cair Ulro 
deep to Beulah. 
You have time, follow 
them all. You ate 
Lord and vassal 
King and peasant; 
you are rich 
and poor, alive 
and dead. 
There are rooms 
a plenty 
no one 
lifetime 
could span 
ot taste. 
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Thera's Ancient Voice 


Poets! Hear me! 

Without the One Theme 

we become artists with no art 
save artifice. 


Depend upon this, the One 

who came, lived among us 

and died; yea, poet's patron 
reawakened to raise us 

from the dust of our daily deaths. 


Deer and children adore him, 
Twelve maenads and twelve satyr 
follow him this Twelfth Night, 
and forever. His pulp pours 

to sweeten our own afflictions. 


We will gather to drink his blood 
and eat his flesh, emblems 

of tragic passion endured 

that we might be filled 

with a freeing grace 

of sacramental vision, and spirit 
of prophecy. 


The sixth of Janus' month approaches 
when he will return for our feast, 

some call Epiphany, others Sparagamos. 
Among us he walked as stranger once 
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out of place, out of time, still 
primordial to all of any pantheon, 
though appearing 

as blushing boy, or dottering fool. 


He: a being with many names 
and fertility consort prime 
of beloved Goddess. 


Wait! Before you turn 
and rush away, Hear Euripides: 


Our own wives, 

our own sisters from their 
hearths are flown 

To wild secret rites; 

and cluster there 

High on the shadowy hills, 
with dance and prayer 

To adore this new-made God 
this Dionyse. 


Know your Risen One, poets. 
Know the Lover of your Soul. 
Know him, empowerer of women. 
Know him, sweet trickster, 

Lord Dionysus! 
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Umphalos 


Whatever ground 
you stand upon is sacred. 
No one temple 
consecrated, tabernacle 
bloodied, cathedral 
christened 
sits at center. 

All are holy 
to you. 

They have 
their own histories, 
and your existence 
is the light 
that enlivens 
their empty 
shells. 

You bear us 
with you when you enter 
to call upon the unseen. 
Therefore, all 
who claim holiness ate lost. 
When you cease 
yout wat 
the world 
will again begin 
to comfort 
the dispossessed. 
Strength and power 
have never been 
one and the same. 


44 


Vale of Tears; Vale of Valor 


In that vale of tears wails a mellow music 

a spine-tingling ring of clarion horn, clash 
of bronze, rhythm of hooves, brings down 
day a battle wore against us, leaving princes 
sprawling in ditches, fair villages forlorn. 


When the roseate sunrise blooms between trees 
hacked by devils steel, even birds fly away 
disheartened, all creatures flee before flames 

of invisible blazing, as if forest conflagration 
burned away all we thought real. 


From smoke, from ashes, strides a phoenix 
phalanx: fearless heroes returned, to lead 
mates gleaming. Gliding pure, they canter; 
appalling in height, heads raised, braying, 
names father-given at births steaming. 


The Lady rises to speak. She hails all without 
moving her ominous lips. A voice like a sea 
of pearl, a visitation of doom; banners unfurl, 
elders bow, feral speech provokes. Steeds 
rear, riders mount, a shout dispels all gloom. 


Up from the valley rides the reawakened host, 
thundering, yet without saber clatter, no dazzling 
shields or visors seen on brilliant brows, all left behind 
in stores safe-keeping. A song is all they muster 

to summon dust’s weary wanderers, 


beckoning beleaguered back to fulfill vows. 
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Willows Day 


We leave all but tents 
and provisions behind. We walk 
singing, setting the old sayings to song. 
When we arrive at grassy meadows 
we camp alongside spirit-brook, by the wood. 
Our tabernacles pitched, fires 
banked, sacrificial animals 
docile to the feast, wisely know we hunt nothing 
without necessity, solicit no living thing 
with fear. Willows brush the cheeks 
of the tiver with tenderness, 
we begin a fortnight of celebration 


gripped by the voice of a carnyx. 
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Xenomorphic Xristos 


On this day of remembrance for our kinsmen, 
valiant Venetd, suffering at the hands of Julius 
bravely, we grieve. Quail now at the nearness 
of venery and venera amours, twin desires 

which oft’ lead us to blind veneration 

for blood-thirsty gods. Venial our wrongs, 

and accordingly no match for an ignorant, 
single-divinity scourge, clashing with prophet’s 
plague: destiny rolls north to Alpine shelters. 


Come, recollect the history of how Xanthus 

was brought low under Darius’ bronze will; how 
the libraries and houses of art were shredded 
and torched. The blood of brutes n’er changes. 
Some say the classical renaissance 

would never have come West without the treasure 
trove their scholars discovered centuries later. 
For us, memory only evokes scimitars slicing 
women, children screaming, our houses 

burning as they sowed their hideous seed 

in the gardens of our pre-pubescent progeny. 


Once, under the xysts students habitually gathered 
to argue cosmology, discuss geometry, find tutors 
in the written arts and practical sciences; teachers 
did appear, who traveled long roads, arriving 

as pupils were ready. One in every generation 
stood apart as genius. One in every five claimed 

a permanent position in history when put to death 
by the authorities. One in every millenium, returns 
from the dens of the dead, herald of the next stage 
of existence. Some say, we are overdue. 
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Yeordrassil 


Sure-hoofed is my steed in the day of battle 
The high sprigs of ash are in my hand — 
Woden thou art, by the branch thou bearest. 
Yger, the one-eyed, drew up life 
from three roots, swallowed water 
from the three wells, made World-Tree, 
connecting the three lands 
of light and darkness, the six countries 
of men and elves. Behold the tall Ash, 
seat of your Odin, your Woden, 
worldmaker, our Gwydion, grafts 
himself into the tree to bring all living 
together, creates a horse fit 
to carry a god. None to compare 
would e'er be seen again. Evermore 
their spirits reside in the root 


wells, syphon up through us 
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in time and space, branches spreading 
throughout the Universe. Holding together 
all that live, and breathe 
and have their being. The dark riddle 
at last revealed, the rings of fate 
contained, life and death unmasked, 
world freed to understand itself. 
And their fame? Imperishable, 
until the end of days. Heroes at all times 
appear, as did Vainamdinen; selfless 
protectors of every land, entreating, 
albeit in the strange victory language 
of surrender: Come to the Tree. Destiny 
of all, root and branch, bound up 
with the story behind every tale. Come 
away to the well of Mimir, drink the clear 
mead of Yger’s pledge, bring forth a poetry 
to reunite spirit and matter, earth and sky. 


Stand forever green. 
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Zipher Gate 


(or Talli Essin’s Maudlin Farewell) 
Zipher = an argument in which the value of a function vanishes. 


When the work is done 

it is time to retire; one door 

shuts, another passage opens. 
Sunset beckons. Across vast water 
we sail to sounds of timbrel and lyre. 


Two stairways of spiral steps, thirteen 
wending twisted through another thirteen. 
Today a load is lightened, traveling trunks 
burn upon the pyre. A long road stretches 
further than the falcon’s eye, still our step 
is light, it is bliss to be free. Stairs uncoil 

a serpent bites his tail. 


This wayside-inn respite along journey: 

never ending. Soul’s circumlocution begins 

at home, heeds the way of myriad adventures, 
only to arrive back on father-soil once again 
where early all images: forged. 


Exiles descend to the city of annihilation 
illusions burn away. Ascent unfolds 
without hurry to Veritas’ grotto, 

known only through image and legend. 
What is real? asks every poem 

true to the rood. It is the pilgrim 

who is transformed not place, fate 

or journey. The name, poer, itself reserved 
for those who return: coarse grey cloaks 
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exchanged for ingenious white linen 

rippled with light. There is this helical symmetry 
this structure of osmos that binds us 

in human congtess, in unconscious 

fervor. We go to the pool as hunters 

enchanted by our other. We dare desist, recollect 
something a stranger told us, then quake 

as odd sensations roil 

from feet, to shoulders, to face. 

A breathless wave, some might call 

the assault of terror, gyre of God. 


This was all long ago. Last night we halted 
for night’s rest, and met hail host 

behind publick house rail, pints aplenty. 

In one corner, as you expect, the dark stranger 
hood set back. It’s unlikely to recognize one 
worth following through the door 

and down the path. Even so, this traveler 

is at a loss to say farewell. Someone called 
myself stammers, delays, and at last 

with droll deliberation 

yields to the great circle. 


Zeno was convinced we relate singularity 

to continuity, and trust the paradoxical nature 
of numbers, and life. There are endings 

and fresh beginnings; here we often say: To know 
one's limits is wisdom. Even so, as function ceases 
and vocatio closes we must fade 

allowing others to step up and assume 
refashioned roles. 


I stride to the vertical ovoid 


hung in mid-air, hypnotic tracers 
spew rivulets of fire and smoke that ring 
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its chromium edges, a doorway hovers 

in the air before this journeyman’s eyes. Breathing in 
the momentary peace before parting 

then offering up my words... 

Alt Last! My departure for the return journey 

a re-integration day once yearned for arrives. 

Cycles complete 

all winding stairs 

trod in joy. Leaving, such honeyed sorrow 
now that I see the ship is in the harbor. Wait! 
A disembodied voice emanates from ovoid doorway 
thin, yet audible, saying 

For those who choose to abide 

in this mountain shelter 

beware easy, simplistic answers 

be wary of coddling dons. You know facade 

is rarely real, trickster gnomes appear 

in the attire of innocence, foes of the one song 

cast themselves in vision-smothering forms. 

Do they mask a schwarze gottin? 

This, as always, is for you to decide. 

We will all meet one day 

by the Tree of Being. 
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New Being 


Rising from two reclining 

in Thanatos, one comes forth 
victor, resurrected, moreover: 
reincarnate, supraliminal, positronic. 
The other: shadow enfleshed. 
Rising, yet, all ready risen, 
blending benighted with beneficentia. 
Sun's rise strikes snowy mountains 
into glowing roses, alive 

with Metamorphoses. A steady wind 
westward, stits sails; open sea 
ahead. You will know me 

when you see me, then again 

you may look over shoulder 

and in afterthought question, 

Was that Orpheus, or 

merely a hooded stranger? 

Who among us, strong enough 

to resist one furtive 


glance back? 
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The grave of Taliesin as it appears today. 
The view looks north to the Chair of Idris. 


54 


Acknowledgments, Sources and Notes 


Taliesin lore is sparse across the previous sixteen centuries, and it is this 
feature, I suppose, alongside the minimal knowledge we have of the 
bard, which seems to lend itself to the imaginations of poets since his 
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Notes: 


Page 7. Tallis blurry memory of an escape beyond the reach of invaders. 
Suggestive of a return to his northern birth home and his own burial place. 


pp. 8, 9. Our bard begins his awakening in the 21“ Century, but has yet to 
resign himself, complaining of new customs and recalling the “glory days”. 
His humor is still apparent though, as he makes a convoluted joke about 
truth and lies, mentioning a larcenous forerunner. He finishes with a quote 
borrowed from Tennyson (from one of the books he’s been reading in the 
library where he is “captive’’). 


p. 10. Talli has probably run across the early written materials concerning 
the legend regarding his own origins. He writes his own version here. 
Correction? Or muddling through another fogey memory? 


p. 34-35. Quotation epigraph (and quote in the preface material) are from 
John Keats, “Endymion,” from The Complete Poems of John Keats, Modern 
Library Edition, 1994. I also borrowed 27 of Keat’s 33 goddesses for the 
poem “Nature Name’s The Three-fold Three.” 


p. 41. Talli offers his apologies to William Blake for reversing the esteemed 


poet’s heaven and hell nomenclature. I assure you he committed this act of 
mis-reading intentionally. 
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from various cultures, chiefly those that 
originated in the home of his ancestors, 
finds expression in this cycle of 27 poems. 
Thirteen Pair is unlike any other poetry of, 
or story about Taliesin. Knowlton brings 
the bard into the future, our present, and though bound to the images and 
folkways of his own day, he struggles to adjust his perspective. This 
visitor’s quest appears to be in finding the balance in those similarities and 
differences he sees between his own time and the modern situation. 
Knowlton surmises that “Talli” thinks it unlikely that any reader will find 
his daunting poetic arcana and philosophical perspectives of any interest, 
but he is compelled to pass them on in spite of his doubts. 
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